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"I heard you were being killed/' he cried, and jokingly
shook his fist at the soldiers. There were tears of worry and
relief in his eyes. The two friends embraced and kissed.

"I shan't die yet/' said Octavianus.

The door shut behind the soldiers, and he began coughing
violently. His chest felt as though it were stuck through
with heated swords. But he didn't mind, as long as he didn't
spit blood. He put his hand to his mouth and looked at the
spittle. No, there was no blood, Apollo be thanked.

Agrippa was holding him tenderly in his arms. He laid
him down on the couch. Octavia smoothed out the cushions
and straightened her brother's head, while Atia hurried out
to get a mixture of warm milk, honey, and wine.

"I'm perfectly all right," said Octavianus, smiling at his
sister and his friend. Life was infinitely beautiful. He was
loved, and asked no more. He held out his two hands, one
to Octavia and one to Agrippa. "That will heal me. The
feel of your dear blood warming into mine. I need nothing
else. I shan't die."

No, he wouldn't die. He saw the future, and he wouldn't
flinch, however he was tortured. He was Caesar.

ANTONIUS could not refuse the appeal and demand of the
soldiers. Visits were exchanged between him and Octavianus,
and Octavianus promised support for the law of Provincial
Appointments. But neither tried to hide his aversion from
the other. The Law was passed, in a Forum guarded by
armed soldiers.

Antonius was stirred by alternate desires for withdrawal
and for a violent outlet of his emotions. He had no plans of
.his own, and let Lucius and Fulvia do his thinking for him.
He was drinking heavily and -growing brutalised. Rome
was a death-trap, and he wanted to get out of it; Caesar had
died there, slain by his friends, deserted by Antonius j
Gsesar had been the one to control men and events. By
Hercules, his stature was more apparent daily now in a world
that visibly fell apart through lack of him. Antonius found
that the sense of rivalry with Octavianus, Caesar's heir, was
deadening more and more his previous contempt for the
mob's deification of Caesar. He could play up to such fustian